His jealousy, from which he never won.

For this his passion was so outrageous

That neither in his hall nor other house

Nor any other place, not ever, no,

He suffered her to ride or walking go,

Unless he had his hand on her alway;

For which did often weep this fresh young May,

Who loved her Damian so tenderly

That she must either swiftly die or she

Must have him as she willed, her thirst to slake;

Biding her time, she thought her heart would break.

And on the other side this Damian
Was now become the most disconsolate man
That ever was; for neither night nor day
Might he so much as speak a word to May
Of his desire, as I am telling here,
Save it were said to January's ear,
Who never took his blind hand off her, no.
. Nevertheless, by writing to and fro
And secret signals, he knew what she meant;
And she too knew the aim of his intent.

O January, what might it now avail
Could your eyes see as far as ships can sail?
For it's as pleasant, blind, deceived to be
As be deceived while yet a man may see.
Lo, Argus, who was called the hundred-eyed,
No matter how he peered and watched and pried.
He was deceived; and God knows others too
Who think, and firmly, that it is not so.
Oblivion is peace; I say no more.

This lovely May, of whom I spoke before,
In warm wax made impression of the key
Her husband carried, to the gate where he
In entering his garden often went
And Damian, who knew all her intent,
The key did counterfeit, and privately;
There is no more to say, but speedily
Some mischief of this latch-key shall betide,
Which you shall hear, if you but time will bide.
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